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^ As though he had followed the course of Gregor's thought,
Kopylov said :
" It's bad to turn up looking slovenly. I advise you to
make yourself presentable, too."
i" I'll go as I am ! " Gregor muttered, stretching himself.
" You say we were ordered to be there at six ? So they're
already beginning to send you and me orders ? "
Kopylov laughed and shrugged his shoulders.
" New times, new manners ! As he's senior in rank, we're
bound to obey. Fitzhelaurov's a general, it's not for him
to come to us."
" You're right; they did come to us, but now we go to
them/' Gregor said, and went off to the well to wash.
The mistress of the house rushed into her hut, brought
out a clean, embroidered hand-towel, and bobbed as she
handed it to him. With the end of the towel he furiously
rybbed at his face, burnt a brick-red by the cold water,
and said to Kopylov :
" You're quite right; but the messieurs the generals should
bear in mind this one thing ; the people have changed since
the revolution, they've been reborn, as you might say. But
the officers still go on measuring with the old measures. I'm
afraid their measures are broken now, though. . . . The
officers are a little stiff in the joints. They need some axle-
grease in their brains, to stop the creaking."
t( What are you getting at ? " Kopylov abstractedly
asked, as he blew a speck of dirt from his sleeve.
" Why, at the fact that they're carrying on just in the
stlne old way. For instance, I've held the rank of officer
ever since the German war. I earned it with my blood I
But when I'm in officers' company I feel just as if I was
going out of a hut into the frost in my pants. They give
oS such a cold feeling at me that I feel it all down my back ! "
Gregor's eyes glittered furiously and, without knowing it, he
raised his voice.
Kopylov looked about him displeased, and whispered :
" Don't talk so loud ; the orderlies will hear."
" And why is that, you ask ? " Gregor went on, lowering
iSs voice. " Why, it's because to them I'm a white blackbird.
They've got hands, but, because of my callouses, I've got
tiopfs ! They scrape their feet, but it doesn't matter what I
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